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Comes not away : Sounds ſ& where he comes. 


of Henry the fifth, Conte ining the Hono- 


rable Battell of Agin- court. ) 


Enter the yoong Prince, Ned, and Tom. 


Henry the fifth. 


Ome away Ned and Tom. 
Both. Here my Lom. 
Henr. 5. Come away myLads ; 
Tell me ſirs,how much gold haue pou got? 
Ned. Faith my Loꝛd, I haue got flue hundzed pound. 
Hen. . But tell me T om,how much haſt thou got? 
Tom. Faith myLozd,ſome foure hundzcd pound, 
Hen. g. Foure hundzed pounds ,b2ancly ſpoken Lads, 
But tell me ſirs, thinke you not that it was a villainous 
part of me to rob my fathers Receiners 2 
Ned. Why no my Loꝛd, it was but a tricke ofponth, 
Hen.5.Faith Ned thou ſapeſt true. 
But tell me ſirs, he reabouts arc we: 
Tom. y Loꝛd, we are now abcut a mile off London. 
Hen. 3. But ſirs, J maruell that fir Iohm Old. caſtle 


Enters Iockey. 
How now locke y, what newes wity thee 2 he 7 
Iockey. Faith my Loꝛd, ſuch newes as paſſeth, 
Fo; the Towne of Detlort is riſen, | „ 
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Fan 
Nlhich parted from vs the laſt night, ö 
And has (cf vpon, and hath robd a poꝛe Carrier. 
Hen. 5p. annere wont to ſpie 
Dat cur boties. 
Tock, Jmy Lozd, cuen the very ſame, 
Hen. g. Now baſe minded raſcal to rob apoze carrier, 
Vel it ds nok, ile fame the baſe vilaines life: 
J. Jmay:but tel me Jockey, wherabout be the Recoiucts? 
loc, Faith my Loꝛd, they are hard by, 
Bnt the beſt is, we arc a hoꝛſe backe and they be a fte, 
De we may eſcape them. 
He Vel, I the vilaines come, let me alone with 
em. 
But tel me Iockey,how much gots thou from the knaues: 
Fo2 Jam ſure J got ſomething;fog onc of the vilaincs 
Do belamd me about the ſhoulders, 
As I ſhal fxle it this moneth, 
Jock, Faith my Loꝛd, 3 haue got a hundꝛed pound. 
Hen. 5, A hundꝛed pound, now bꝛauely ſpoken Iockey: 
But come ſirs, laie al your monep befoze me, 
Now by heauen here is a bzaue ſhewe : 
But as J am true Gentleman, I wil haue the halle 
Df this ſpent to night, but firs take vy your bags, 
Here comes the Reteiuers let me alone. | 
-* Enters two Recciucrs, | 1 
One. Alas god fellow, what ſhal we do: f 
I dare neuer go home to the Court, ſoꝛ 3 ſhall be hangd, h 
But lake, here is the pong Pꝛince, what ſhal we do? 
Hen. y. Bow now you vilaines, what are you? 
One Recei. Speaks pon to him. 
= No J pꝛap, ſpeake you to him. 
Hen. 5. Why how now vou raſcals,why ſpeak you not: 
One. Fozſaoth we be. Pꝛa ſpeake you to him, 
Hea. 5 Downs, vilains ſpeak,oz ile cut cf your heads, 


ther. 


" 


of Henry the fifth. 
Other. Foꝛſoth he can tel the tale better then J. 
One. Fo:ſ@th we be pour fathers Recciuers, 
Hen.5, Are you my fathers Recciucrs? 
* Then hope ye haue bꝛought me ſome money, 
One. SHoncy, Alas fir we be robd. 
Hen. 5. Robd,how many were there of them: 
Oac. Marry ſir, there were fonre ol them: 
And one ofthem had ar John Old- Caſtles bay Hobbie, 
And pour blacke Nag. 
Hen. 5. Gogꝗs wounds how like youthis Jockey: 
W505 you vilaunes:m father robd of Ys money abzoad, 
And we robd in cur tables, 
Bat tell nie, how many were ol them: 
Oven recei. Ifit plealc 33 were ſours of them, 


1 2 f C am lt re 1 io belambd vim about th e ouldcrs, 
Chat he uu fie it tis month. 
Hen. gz. Oags wounds vou land them faicrly, 
Do (gat the 'P haue carried away pour mencp. 
Bat come urs, v gat! Hall we do with the vilaine® 2 

Doth recei. JI beleœch pour grace, be gad to vs. 

Ned. Jp227 youmy Lozd fozgiue them this once, 
Nell land vp and get you gone, ; 
And lone that you ſpeakte not a woꝛd okit, | 
Fo2iftycre be, ſobones ile hang you and all pour kin, 

Exit Purſeuant, 

Hep. 5. Row firs,how like you this: 

_ not this bꝛaucly done? 
£22 now the vilaines dare not ſpcake awozd okit, 
X haue ſo feared them with wo2ds, 
Now b hither (haz we gor: 
All. Why my Loꝛd, vou know our old heſtes 


At Feuerſham. 
Hen. y. Our hoſtes at Feuer ſham bla what ſhal we do 
We haue a thouland pound about vs, (there ? 


I: And 


\ 
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And we ſhall go to a pettie Ale/houſec. 
No, no: you know the olde Taucrne in Caſtcheape, 
Chere is god wine: beſides, there is a pꝛetie wench 
That can talke well, fo: J delight as much in their tongs, 
As any part about them. 
All. Ve are readie to waite vpon your grace. 
Hen. 5. Gogs wounds wait, we will go altogither, 
Ve are all fellowocs, I tell you ſirs, and the ung 
My father were dead, we would be all Kings, 
Thereſoꝛe come away, 
Ned. Gogs wounds, bꝛaucly ſpoken Harry, 
Enter Iohn Cobler, Robin Peuterer, Lawrence 
Coſtermongcr. 
Iolm Cob. Allis well here, all is well maiſters. 
Robin. Vow ſay you neighbour Iohn Cob!cr? 
I thinke it beſt that my neighbour 
Robin Pen terer went to Pudding lane end, 
And we will watch here at Billinſgate ward, 
Dow ſap yon neighbour Robin, how like you this: 
Robin. Marry well neighbours: | 
I care not much if J goe to Pudding lancs end. 
But neighbours, and you heare any adoe about me, 
Make haſte; and if J heare any ado about you, 
J will come to you, 


Exit Nobin. 
Law. Neighboz,what newes heare yon ol p young Prince: 
John, Maury neighboꝛ, J heare ſap, he is a toward pong 


Foz ik he met any by the hie way, ( Punce, 
Ve will not let to talke with him, 
I dare not call hum tho&fe, but ſure he is one of theſe taking 
(fellowes. 
Law. Indeed neighbour J heare ſay he is as liucly 
A poung Pzince as cuer was. 
Iohn. J, and 3 heare ſap, ir he vſe it long, 


Vis father will cut him off from the Crowne: 


But 


nn 


> 


of Henry che fifth. 
But neighbour ſay nothing ol that. 

Law. No, no,netghbour,J warrant you, 

Iohn. Neighbour,me thinkes you begin to ſlerpe, 
If pou will, we will it down, 
Foz I thinke it is about midnight. 

Law. Parry content neighbour, let vs ſlerpe. 

Enter Dericke rouing. 


Dericke. TWho,who there, who there! ? 
Exit Dericke. 
Enter Robin. 


Robin. O neighboꝛs, what meane you to llepe, 
And ſuch ado in the ſtrertes: | 
Ambo. Yow Gs neighbo2, whats the matter: 
Enter Dericke againe. 
Dericke. Who there, Who there, who there? 
Cobler. Why what ailft thou z here is no hoꝛſes. 
Dericke. O alas man, J am robd, who there, who there? 
Lobin.Yold him neighboꝛ Cobler. 
Robin. Why I ſe thou art a plaine Clowne, 
Delicke. Am Ja Clowne,lownes maiſters, 
Do Clownes go in ſilke apparell ? 
J am ſure all we gentlemen Clownes in Kent ſcant go (6 
Tell: Sewnes pou know clownes very well: 
Veare you, are you maiſter Conſtable, and you be ſpeake ? 
Foz I will nat take it at his hands, 
Iohn. Faith J amnotmaiſter Conſtable, 
But J am one ok his bad officers, ſoꝛ he is not here, 
Dericke. Is not maiſter Conſtable here ? 
A ell it is no matter, ile haue the law at his hands, 
Iohn. Nay J pꝛap vou do not take the law of vs, 
Der, Well, you are one oc his beaſtiꝑ officers, 
lohn. Jamone of his bad officers, 
Der, Why then J charge ther loke to him. 
Cobler, Nay but heare ye ſir,you ſeeme tobe anhonelC 
Fellow, and we arc poze men, and now tis night: 
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And we would be loth to haue any thing adw, 
Therefoze J pzay theæ put it vp. 

Der. 79 an honeſt fellow, 
And a pꝛoper hanſome fellow tw, 
And pou leeme to be pode men, thertoze A care not greatly, 


Nay, J am quickly pacificd: 


the thacte, 

vou late hold on him 
in. Ves that we wil, J warrant you. 

Der. Tis a wonderfal thing to ſeæ hc w glad the bia ue 
Js,now J haue ſoꝛgiuen him. 

Iohn. Neighbozs do pe loke about ou: 
Vow now, who's there: 

Enter the Theeſe. 
Theefe. Mere is a god fellow , I pꝛap pou which is the 


peter whe. "of 


* old Zauerne in Caftcheapc? 


Whope hollo,now Gads Hill, ænoweſt thou mie: 
Theef. J knobo ther fo2 an Aſſe. 
Der. And Jknow thee foz a taking fellow, 

Upon Gads hill in Kent: 

A bots light vpon pe. 

Theef. The whazſon vilaine would be knockt, 
Der. Maiſters, vilaine, and pe be men ſtand to hun, 

And take his weapon from hum, let him not paſſe you, 

Iohn. Þy friend, ſuhat make you abꝛoad now: 

It is to late ſo walke now. 
Theef. It is not to late feʒ true men to walke. 
Law. We know thee not to be a true man. 

T heet. r 


| 


of Henry che fifth. ; 


Robin. Chou haſt robo a pe follow, 

And taken away his gods froin him. 

Theefe. J neuer ſame him bee. 

D.r. Maiſters who comes here?!” 

Enter the Vineners boy tet 

Boy. Hobo now god mm Cobler: 

Cob. How now Robin, what makes thou abzoad 
At this time ok night: 

Boy. Parrie J haue beene at the Counter, 

J can tell ſuch newes as neuer you haue heard the like. 
Cobler. What is that Robin, what is the matter: 
Boy.Why this night about two houres ago, there cane 

the young Pince, and th2ee oꝛ foure moꝛe ofhis compani⸗ 

ons, and called fo: wine god ſloꝛe, and then they ſent foz a 

noyſe of Puſitians, and were very merry foz the ſpace of 

an houre , then whether their Puſicke lfked them not, ez 
whcther they had dꝛunke to much Wine oz na, J cannot 
tell, but our pots flue againſt the wals, and then they dew 
their woꝛdes, and went into the ſtrecte and fought , and 
ſome twke one part, ſome toke another, but foz the ſpace 
of halle an houre , there was ſuch ablodie fray as paſſeth, 
and none coulde part them vntill ſuch time as the Maio; 
and Shcriffe were ſent loꝛ, and then at the laſt with much 
ado, they toke them, and ſo the yong Pzince was carried 
to the Counter, and then about one houre after, there came 

a Peſſenger from the Court in all hafte from the Ning, lo 
my Loꝛd Baioz and the @heriffe , but fuz what cauſe 1 
know not. 

Cobler. Bere is newes indeede Nobert. 

Law. Marry ntighbour, this newes is ſir ange inderde, 
A 
fir 

ITheefe. What meane pou to doe with me? 

Cobler. Me mean to carry you to the pziſon,and there 
fo remaine till the Sefſions day, 

B Thecte 
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Thecf. Then A put ven let uns gd to the pziſon where 


—— to þ comntry pꝛiſon, o newgafs, 
go 
Therefvze comeaway, 


Theef. I paethie be gad to me honeſt fellow, 

Der. Jmarry will J, ile be verie charitable to thee, 

Fo2 I will neuer leave the, til J ſer the on the Gallowes, 
Enter Henry the fourth, with the Earle of Excter, 

* che Lord of Oxford. 

Ox*. And pleaſe your Maieſtie, here is my Lozd P3- 

R — —ogd Be 

Heng. Admit chem to our pꝛeſente. (Cie. 
Enter the Maior and the Sheriffe. 

Now my god Lozd Patio; of London, 

The cauſe of my ſending foz vou at this time, is fo tel yon 


cfa matter which J haue learned of my Coimtell: Percin 
I 


bnderffaud,that you haue commttey my ſonne to pꝛiſon 
without our leaue and licenſe, What alfhogh he be a rude 
pouth,and likely to giue occaſion,yet pou uught haue con⸗ 
ſidered that he is a Pzince, and my ſonne, and not to be 
halled fo ꝑꝛiſon by euery ſubied. 
— {Pay it pleaſe your Maitſtie to gine vs leane to 
our tale 
King ths Oz elſe God fozbiv,otherlwiſe you might 
thinke me an bnequall Judge, hauing moze affection to 
my ſanne,then to any rightfull indgement. 
| Major, Chen J donotdoubfbut we ſhalrather deſerut 
tommendations af your Paicfties hands, the any anger. 
K. Hen. 4. Gs ta, ſaꝝ on 
Maior. Then ifitpleaſe your Partie, this night bes 
kipixt two and that of the clocke in the moning,my Lo 
— — a very diſo2dzed — — to 
Caſftcheape, and whether it was that 
— — — 


of entry che firchle! 


and into the lrtete they went mid ſome toke my Low thie 
pong Painces part, and ſoine toke heather, tn but veſwirt 
th:unthere was ſuch a bladie fray fo2 the ſpace of halle an 
houre, that neither watchme noz any other could ap the, 
till my bzother the Sheriff of London 4 J were ſent foz, 
and at the laſt with much ado we ſtaisd them, but it was 
long ficſt, which was a great diſquieting to all your leaing 
ſabiects thercabouts:and then my gad Lozd, we knew not 
whether your grace had ſent them to trie vs, whether we 
would do irrffice, oz whether it were of their owne volun⸗ 
tarie will gz not, we cannot tell: and therefoze in ſuch a 
caſe we knewnot what to do but fo; our own ſafegard we 
ſent him to ward where he wanteth nothing that is fit fog 
his grace,and pour PAicllies lonne, And thus moft hum⸗ 
bly beſuching pour Paieſtie tothinke ol our anſwere. 
Hen 4. Stand aſide vntil we h aue further deliberated 

on your anſwere. | 
Exit Maior. 


Hen. .4. Ah Harry „Harry, now the accurſcd Harry 5 
Chat hath gotten a ſonne, which with griele 
Will end his fathers dapes. 
Dh my ſonne, a Pzince thou art, J a Pance inderd, 
And to deferue impꝛiſonmei 
And well haue they done, and like faithful ſubiecs: 
Diſcharge them ard let them ge. 

L. Exe. I beſech your Otace, be god to mp Loꝛd the 
pong Paince, 

Hen.4, Ny,nay,tis no matter, let him alone. 


L. Oxf. Perchance the Þaioz and the Sheriffe haute 
bene to pꝛetiſe in this mattcr, 


Hen, 4. No: they haue done like faifhfull ſubicos: 


Jwil gay lo ihrge hen agg 1 


Exit omnes. 


Eater Lord chiefe Iuſtice, Clarke of the Office, Jayler, 


ludge. 


Thefamousyiddties 
—_ Jayler bzing the pziloner tothe barre. 
Der. Heart you my Lozd,J par you bang the bar to 
ſhe paiſoncr. 

ludge. Hold thy hand bp at the barre, 

Theefe. Yere it is my Lo2d, 

Tudge. Clearke ofthe Office,readchis inditement. 
{  Cleark. Mhat is thy name: 

Theefe. pp name was knowne befoze J came here, 
Au albewhen Jam gr anne 

2 J-Jhinke lo, but we will know it better befoze 


* '0wnes and you do but lend to the next Zaile, 
Ve are ſure to know his name, 
Foz this is not the firſt pziſon he hath bene in, ile warrant 

Clearke. Whatis thy name ? - (you. 

T heef. What ned you to aſke,and haue it in wating. 
Clearke. Js not thy name Cutbert Cutter? 


3 WhattheDiucllneed you aſk,andknolv it (0 


Cleark. h then Cutbert Cutter, J indite thee by the 
name ol Cutbert Cutter, foi robbing a paze carrier the 20 
day of Pay laſt paſt, in the fourtcen yeare ofthe raigne of 
our ſoueraigne LozdKing Henry the fourth , lo; ſetting 
vpon a pe Carrier Gads hillin Kene, and hauing 
— ſaid Carrier, and taken his gods 
Der. Oh maiſters ſtay there, nay lets neuer belie the 
man, fo; he hath not beaten and wounded me alſo, but her 
bath beaten and wounded my packe, and hath taken the 
great raſe of Ginger, that bouncing Belle with the iollp 
buttocks ſhould haue had, that greeues me moſt. 

2 Wel,what ſayeRt thou, art thou guiltic, 02 not 


Lo2d. 
Judge. moans 


Theeke, 


bi 
» 
8 


of Henry che fifth. 
Theefe. By my Lo the young Prince, oz by my ſclfe 


whether you will, 
Enter the young Prince. with Ned and Tom. 


Hen. g Come away mp lads ,Gogs wounds pe villain, 
what make hon bare: J muſt goe about my buſinclle mp 
ſelfe, and pou mult ſtand loytering here. 

Theefe. Why my Loꝛd, they haue bound me, and will 
not let me goe. 

Hen. . Yaue they bound the villain, iuhy how now my 
Low? 

Tu ige. J am glad to ſee your grace in god health. 

Hen. 5. Ehyp my Loꝛd, chis is my man, 

Cis marucil you knew him not long bekoze this, 

J tell pou he is a man of his hands, 
Theefe. J Gogs wounds that J am, try me who dare 
Iudge. Your Grace ſhal finde (mall credit by acknow 

ledging him to be your man. 

Hen. . Why my Lo2d whathath hedene? (Carrier, 

Iud. And it pleaſe pour Maieſtie, he hath robbed a poꝛe 

Der. Heare vou ſir, marrp it was one Deric ke, 
Gedman Hobling⸗ man of Kent. 

Hen. . What waſt you butten-b2ech? 
fmy ow lan he did it but in ieſt. 

Der. Heare you ſir, is it your mans qualitie to rob folks 
in teſt? In laith, he ſhall be hangd in earneſt. 

Hen. 5. Mell my Loꝛd, what do you meane to do with 

my man: 

Iudg And pleaſe your grace, the law muſt paſſe on him, 
Accozding towflice,then he mult be cxecuted, | 

Der, Yeare you fir, Jpzay vou, is it your mans qualify 
to rob folkes in ieſt? In faith he ſhall be nie. 
2 , Well my Loo, what meane vou to do with my 
Iudg. And plzaſe pour grace the law muſt paſſe on him, ? 
Aung to are hende mud be exermtd Hen, 

3 £ 
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Hen. 5. Why then belike you meane to hang my man? 
Judge. I am ſoxrie that it falles ont ſo. 

Hen. 5. Why my Lo, J pꝛap ye who am 3: 
lud. And pleaſe pour Grace, vou are nip Loꝛd the yong 

Þzince,oar King that ſhall be after tho deceaſc of our ſcue⸗ 

raigne Loꝛd, King.Henry the fourth, when God graunt 

long to raigne. 
Hen. 5. Pon ſay true my Lo2d: 

And you will hang mp man, 

Judge. And like your grace,Jmuſt nerds do iuſtite. 
Hen. . Tell me my Loꝛd, ſhall J haue my man ? 
Judze. J cannot my Loꝛd. 

Hen. 5. But will von not let him go: 

Jud. J am ſozie that his caſe is ſo ill. 

Hen. 5. Tuſh, caſe me no cafings,ſhal haue my man: 
Judge. Jcannof,no2 I may nat my Lo: d. 

_ Nay,and J (hal not ſay x then J am anſwered: 


ge. No, 
Hen. y. No: then J will haue him. 
He giueth him a boxe onthe eare. 

Ned, Gogs woums my Lo2d,fhal J cut off his head: 

Hen. 5. He, J charge pou dzaw not your {wo2de, 
But get you hence,pzounve a noſe of Puſitians, 
Awap, be gone. 

Exeunt the Theefe. 


Judge. Mel my Lozd,J am content to take it at your 
Heng. Nay and yon be not, von ſhall haue moꝛe. 
Judge. Why J p:ay vcu nt Lozd,whoam 4 
Heng. You,who knowes not vou 


Why man, you are Lo2d chiefe Juſtice of England. 

Judge. Pour Grace hath ſaid truth, therfoze mftriking 
me in this place, you greatly abuſe me, and not me onelp, 
but alſo-your father: whole linely perſon here in this place 
E. e 
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of Henry rhe fifth. 

kites meane, J commit pou to the Nutte, until wo hang 
fpoken With your father, 

Hen.5. Why then belike you means to ſend ms to the 


Flate? 
Iudge. J indeed,and therefoze carry hun away, 
Exeunt Hen g. with the Officers. 
Tudge. Jayler, carry the paſoncr to Newgate againe, 
vntil the next Siſcs. 
Jay. At your commandement my Lozd, it ſhalbe done. 
Enter Dericke and lohn Cobler. 
Der. Sownds maiſters, heres ada, 
When P:inccs muſt go to pꝛiſon: 
Wihyp lohn, didſt encr ſx the uke: 
Iohn. © Dericke, truſt me, I neuer (aw the like. (er, 
Der. £Uhy lohn thou maiſt ſee what pzinces be in chol- 
A Judge a bore on the care, Ile telthee Iohn, D John, 
J would not haue done it fo; fwentie ſhillings. 
lohn. Nano; J, there had bene no way but one with 
We ſhould haue bene hangde. (vs, 
Der. Faith I1-hn, Ile tel thee what, thou halt be my 
L 02d chiefe Julkice,and thou (halt ſit in the chaire, 
And ile be the pong paince,and hit ther a bore on the eare, 
An? then tysu ſhalt ſay,to teach you what pꝛerogatiues 
MPeane, I commit peu to the Fleete, , 
lohn. Come on, Ile be your Judge, 
But thou ſhalt not hit me hard, 
Der. No, no. 
John. What hath he done: 
Der. Parry he hath robd Dericke. 
Iohn. Why then J cannot let hum go. 
Der. I muſt nerds haue my man. 
John. Pon ſhall not haue him. 
Der. Shall I not haue jay man,ſay no and you dart: 
Pow ſay voti hall A not haue my man? 
Iohn. No marry ſhall peu not. 


Des, 
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Der. hall JnofToha? 
John. No Dericke. | 
Der. why then take youthattillmoze come, 
Gownes ſhall I not haue hun: 
Iohn. Welt Jam content ta take this at your hand, 


But Jpzay you, who ani J: 
Der. Who art thou, S olonds, doft not know thy ſcl⸗ 


Iohn. No, 
Ah man, thou art Iohn the Cobler. 

Iohn. No,J ammy Lo2d chieſe Juſtice of England, 

Der. Oh lohn, Maſſe thou ſaiſt true, thou art inderd. 

Iohn.Nlhy then to teach you what pꝛezogatiues mean 
IJ tommit vou to the Fleete. 

Der. Vel J will go, but płaith you gray beard kinaue, 

Exit. And ſtraight enters again. Ile courſe you, 

Oh lohn, Come, tome ont of thy chair,why what aclown 
weart thou, to let me hit the a box onthe care, and now 
thou ſeeſt they will not take me to the Flate, I thinke that 
thou art one oftheſe Wozendap Clownes, 

Iohn. But I maruell what will become of ther: 

Der. Faith ile be no moze a Carricr, 
Iohn. What wilt thou do then? 
Der. Ile dwell with ther and be a Cobler. 
John. With me, alaſſe Jam not able to kiæpe the, 
Why theu wilt eate me out of docs, 
Der Oh Iohn, no Iohn,J am none of theſe great ſlou⸗ 
ching fellowes,that deuoure theſe great peeces of beefe and 
bzewes,alaſſe atrifle ſerues me, a Wodcockc,a Chicken, 
oz a Capons legge, m any ſuth little thing ſerues me, 
lohn. a Ca man, I cannot get a Capon once a 
reare, extept it bz at Chiſtmas, at ſome cther mans houſe, 
fo: we Coblers be gladof a diſh ot rotes. 

Der. Rotes,why are you ſo god at rating? 
Nay Cobler,wele haue vou ringde. 


John, 


Vy gogs wounds ile be the bꝛaueſt Lozd chiefe Xullice * 
That cucr was in England. 
Hen. . Then Ned. ile turne all theſe pziſons into fence 


©cholcs,and J will cndne thee with them with landes to 
C main⸗ 
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Iohn But Dericke, though we be ſo pe, 
Pet ——ů 3 
With nut-bzowne Ale, that is full ſtale, 

TAhich wil a man quale, and laie in the mire. 

Der. d bots on vou, and be but fo2 pour Ale, 

Ile dwel with vou, come lets away as faſt as 2 
Enter the yoong Prince with Ned and To 

Hen. 5. Come away ſirs, Gogs wounds Ned, 
Didſt thou not ſer what a bore on the care 
1 toke my Lo: d chiefe Juſtice: 

Tom. By gogs blod it did me god to (ix it, 

It made his teeth iarre in his head. 
Enter {ir John Old- Caſtle. 

Hen. q. Yow now ſir Iohn Old- Caſtle, 
Tlhat newes with you: 

Joh. Old. J am glad to ſe pour grace at libertie, 
J was come J, to viſit you in pꝛiſon. 

Hen. . To viſit me, didſt thou not know that Jam a 
Pances * why tis inough fo2 me to loke into a p2iſou, 
though J come not in my ſelfe, but heres ſuch ado now as 
daycs,hcres pꝛiſoning, heres hanging, whipping, and the 
diuel and all: but J tel you ſirs, when J am Bing, we will 
haue no ſuch things, but my lads, if the old king my father 
were dead, we would be all kings. 

Ioh. Old. Vt is a god olde man, God take him to his 

mercy the loner, 

Hen. 5. But Ned ſo ſone as Jam King, the firſt thing 
J wildo,ſhal be to put my Loꝛd chief Juſtice out of office, 
And thou ſhalt be my Loꝛd chicfe Juſtice of England, 

Ned. Shall J be Lo2d chick Juſtice ? 
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maintaine them withall: then J wil haue a bout with my 
%.02d chiele Juſtice, thou ſhalt hang none but picke pu ſes 
and hoꝛſe ſtealers, and ſuch baſe minded villaines but that 
fcHow that will and by the high way ſive conragiouſty 
with his ſwoꝛd and buckler and take apurſe, that fellow 
giue hun commendations, beſide that, ſend him to me and 
J will giue him an anuall penſton cut of my Erchecucr, to 
wy gy + of his life. 
loh. arry, we ſhall neurr haucamery 
wo:l3 OR — : 
Ned. But whither arc ye going now: 
„ e 


Tom. But᷑ J doubt he wil not die. 


Hen. g. Pet will J goe thither, foz the bꝛeaſh ſhal be no 
* but 3 wil clap the Crelunc on my 


Iockev. Wil von goe to the Court with that cloake fo 
fill of needles ? 

- Heo.5. Cloake,ilat-holcs,nedles,and all was of mine 
. olone dcutſing,and therefoze I wil weare it. 
— J p2ay you my Lozd,what may be the meaning 

Heng. Whyman,tis a ane that 3 ſtand vpon thozns, 
til the Crowne be an my head, 

Joc. D)that eurry needle might be apztcktotheirharts 


that repine at your doings. 
Hen. g. Thou ſaiſt true Iockey, but thers ſome wil (ap, 


the pong Pince will be a well —— 
this geare , that J had as leue they would bzcake my head 
with a pot, as to ſay any ſuch thing, but we ſtand pꝛating 
A ˙ hee Bar er Herkue 


come away, 
Dy — REEIe gs Cot 
"TS Hen. 


—_— —ͤñ—B—— — eee — 
— — 
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Hen. g. Heres one that muſt fycake with theKing, © 
Por. The Ring is berit lich, and none mult ſpeak with 


hum. | 

Hen. g. No pou raſcall, da you not know mc? 
Por. Pon are my Lozd ih pong Pzince, 
Hen. 5. Then goe and tell im father, that à muſt and 
will ſpeake with him. 

Ned. hall I cut oft his head? | 

Hen. 5. Nd, no, though I would helpe you in ether plas 
tes, vet I haue nothing to do here, what you are in my fas 
thers Court, 

Ned. J will wꝛite him in my Tables, fo2 fo ſone as J 
an made Lo2d chiefe Juſtice, J wil put hun out of his Of 


fice, 
| The Trumpet ſounds. 
Hen.5, Gogs wounds urs, the ing comes, 
Lets all ſtand aſide, 


Enter the King, with the Lord of Exeter. 

Hen. 4. And is it true my Loꝛd, that my ſonne is alrea⸗ 
die ſent to the Flizte 2 now truly that man is moꝛe fitter to 
rule the Realine then J fo by no meanes could F rie my 
ſonne, and he by one woꝛd hath cauſed him to be ruled. Oh 
my ſonne, my ſonne, no ſoner out ot one pꝛiſon, but into an 
other, I had theught once whiles F had haed,to haue ſerne 
this noble Nealme of England flouriſh by thee my lonne, 
bat now J de if goes to ruine and decatie, 

He wepeth. 
Enters Lord of Oxford. 

Ox. And pleaſe your grace, here is my Lozd ycur ſonne, 
What conuneth to ſpeake with you, 
He ſaith he muſt and wil ſpeake with von. 

Hen. 4. ho my ſonne Harry ? 

Oxf. J and pleaſe pcur Paicſhe, 

Hen. 4. Jknow whercfoze he commeth, 
W 

, 2 


Uenie ill 
' "4h 
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On. A berie diſozvered c , and ſuch as make 
rule in your , 
.4. Well let hun come, 


Oxf. Andpleaſe your grace, 
y Tod the King,ſendsfoz you. - 
Hen. g. Come away ſirs,lets go all togither. 

Oxf. And pleaſe your grace, none mult go with yer, 
Hen. 5. Why j mult needs haue them with me, 
Otherwiſe Jcan do my father no countenance, 
Wherefoze come away, - 

Of. he Ning vour father commands 

There ſhould none come. | 
Heu. 5, Well firs then be gone, 
And p:ouide me thꝛie Nopſe of Huſitians, 
1 | Exeunt knights. 

Esters the Prince with a dagger in his hand. 
Hen. 4. Come my ſonne, come on a Gods name, 
J know wherefoze thy comming is, 
Oh my ſonne, my ſonne, what cauſe hath cucr bene, 
That thou ſhouldſt foꝛſake me, and follow this vilde and 
Repzobate company, which abuſcth youth ſo manifeſtly: 
Oy my ſonne, tyon knowelt that theſe thy doings 
Mil end thy fathers dayes. 
| He weepes. 
I ſo, ſo, my ſonne,thou feareſt not to appꝛoach the pꝛeſence 
of thy lick father,in that diſguiſed ſoꝛt, J tel ther my ſonne, 
that there is neuer a nerdle in thy cloke, but it is a pꝛick to 
my heart, t neuer an ilat . hole, but it isa hols to my ſoule: 
and wherefvze thou bꝛingeſt that dagger in thy hande J 
know not, but by contecture, 
He weepes. 


Hen g. Þycd(cience accuſeth me,molſt ſoueraign Lond. 
and welbeloued father , to anſwere firſt to the laſt point, 
$** g . 915 hat 


He goeth. 
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That is, whereas pon comecture that this hand and this 
dagger ſhall be armde againſt your life: no, know my be⸗ 
loued father, far be the thoughts of pour ſonne, ſonne (aid 
J, an vnwoꝛthie ſonne foz ſo good a fathet: but farre be the 
thonghts ofany ſuch pꝛetended miſchiefe: and J meſt hum⸗ 
bly render it to pour Maieſties hand, and liuc my Loꝛd and 
ſoueraigne foꝛ cucr:and with pour dagger a me ſhow like 
vengeance vpon the bodie of that your ſonne, J was about 
ſay and dare not, ah woe is me therefoze, that your wilde 
laue, tis not the Crowne that J come fo2 , ſwerte father, 
becauſe 4 am vnwoꝛthie, and thoſe vilde + rep2obate com⸗ 
pany J abandon, z vtteriy aboliſh their company foz euer. 
Pardon ſ ute father, pardon:the leaſt thing and melt de⸗ 
ſire:and this ruffianly cloake, here teare from mp backe, 
and ſacrifice it to the diuel, which is maiſter of al miſchicfe: 
Pardõ me, ſwert father, pardon me: god my Lozd of Exe- 
ter ſpeak fo2 me:pardon me, pardõ god father, not a woꝛd: 
ah he wil not ſpeak one woꝛd: A Harry, no thzice vnhap⸗ 
pie Hart. But what tha! J do: I wil go take me into ſome 
ſolitaric place, and there lament my ſintul like, and when 
J haue donc, I wil late me downe and die. 


Exit. 
Hen. 4. Call him againc, call my ſonne againe. 
Hen. . And doth my father call me again: now Harry, 
Happie be the time that thy father calleth ther againe. 
Hen. 4. Stand vp my ſon, and do no? think thy father, 
But at the requeſt of tha my ſonne, wil pardon the, 
And God bleſſe ther, and make the his ſeruant. 
Hen. . Thanks god my Lo2d,4no doubt but this day, 
Cnen this day, am bone new againe, 
Hen. 4. Come my ſon and Loꝛds take me by the hands. 
Exeunt omnes. 
Enter Deticke. 


( Der. Zhou art a ſtinking whoze, x a whozſon ſtinking 
| Doeſt thinke ilc take it at 1 8 (whoze, 
; 


Enter 
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Enter Iohn Cobler running, 

Tohn. Derick, D. D. Vcareſta, 

| Do D. neuer while thou lineft vic that, 

Why what wil my neighbozs ſap, and thou go away ſo: 
Der. Sh&«sanarrant whoze,and Jie hauc tzc law: on 


you Iohn. 
John, Why what hath che done: 
Der. Parry marke thou lohn. 
J wil pꝛoue it that J wil, 
Iohn. What wilt then p:ouc? 
Der. That ſhe cad me in to dinner. 
Iohn, marke the tale wel John, and when J wag ſet, 
She bzought me a dich ofrates, and apece of barrel butter 
therein: and ſhe is a verie knaue, 
And thou a dꝛab it thou take her park, 
Iohn. Meareſta Dericke, is this the matter: 
Nap, and it he no woꝛſe, we wil go home agaime, 
And all ſhall be amended. 
Der. Oh lohn, heaxeſta Iohn, is all well: 
Iohn. J, all is wel. 
Der. Chen e go home befoze,and bʒeake all the glaTe 


s, 
Enter the King with bis Lord, 8 

Hen. 4. Come my Lans, J le it botes me not to take 
any phiſick, o all the Phiſitians in the wozld cannot cure 
me, no not one. But god my Loꝛda, remember yy latt 
wil and Teffament concerning my ſonne, fo2 truly my 
'Lozdes,*J do not thinke but he wil pꝛoue as valiant ano 
victozious a King,as cuer raigned in Enclar, 

Both. Let heauen and carth be witnelle betwerne vont 
we accomplich not thy wil to the vttermm odd. 
Hen. 4. J gine vou moſt vafained thats,god ny loꝛde, 
@2aw the Curtaines and depart my chaniber a while, 
| 3 ſicke to rocke me a llerpe. 
cepeth, (Excunt Ler- 

Encer 
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Enter the Prince. 


len g. Ah Harry, thzice vnhappie, that hath neglec 5 


long from viſiting of thy ſicke father , J wil goe, nay but 
why do J not go tothe Chamber ol um lick father,to com 
fozt the melancholy ſoule of his bodte,his ſoule ſaid Ighere 

ts his bodie indeed, but his ſoule is, whereas it needs no bo⸗ 
die. Now thꝛite accurſed Harry, that hath offended thy fa- 
ther ſo much and couldnet J crane pardon fo2 all. Dh my 


dying father, curſt be the day whcrin J was bozne,and ac⸗ 


curied be the houre whyerin J was begotten, vut what ſhal 
I do: if weeping teares which come to late, may ſuffice the 


negligence neglected to ſome, J wil weepe day and night 
vntu the kountaine be dꝛie with weeping, 


Enter Lord of Exeter and Oxford. 
Exe. Come caſily mp Loꝛd, fo waking ofthe Ling, 
Hen.4. Row my Los, 
Oxt. Vch doth your Grace ficle your ſelfe 2 
Hen. 4. Domcwhat better after my lla pe, 
But — my Loꝛds take off my Crowne, 
Remone mpchure a litle backe, and ſet me righl. 
Ambo. And pleaſ: ycur grace, the crown is take away, 
Hen 4. The Crowne taken away, 38 
Cod my Low of Oxford, go ſo who hath done this derd: 
Nd doubt tis ſome vilde traitoʒ that hath done if, 
Co depuue my loꝛnt, they that would do it now, 
Toni d ſake to ſcrape and ſcrawle fo2 it after my death, 
Enter Lord of Oxford with the Prince, 
Oxf. Here and pleaſe pour Grace, 
Is my L02d the yong nee with the Crowne, 
Hen. . Why how now my ſenne ? 
I had thought the laſt time J had you in ſchwling, 
J had giuen you a leſſon fo? all, 
And do you now begin againes a 
Ty tel me my ſonns, 


Exir, 


a 


on 
7 


That none depziue thee ol it alter my death. 
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Dosen thou thinke the time ſo long, 


Chat thou wouldel haue it befoze the 
Bzeath he out ol my month : 


Heng. Poſt ſoneraignLozd,and welbeloued father, 


A came into your Chamber fo comfozt the melancholy 
Soulevfponr bodie, and finding vou at that time 
Paſt all recouerie, and dead to my thinking, 

God is my witneſle: and what ſhould J do, 

But with werping tears lament p death ol vou my t 3 r, 
And aſter the Crowne, I toke it: 

And tel me my father, who might better take it then J, 
After pour death ? but ſeeing vou line, 

I moſt humbly render it into pour Maieſlics hands, 


And the happieſt man altue,that my father line: 


And liue my Loꝛd and Fathcr,fo2 euer. 
Hen. 4. Stand vp my ſonne, 


Chine anſwers hath ſounded wel in minc carts, 

Foz 3 muſt need confeſſe that I was in a very lound ficep, 
And altogither vnmindkul of thy comnung ; 

But come neare my ſonne, 


And let me put ther in poſſeſſion whilſt J hae, 


.5. Mell may J take it at pour maicſties hands, 


it cha neuer touch my head, ſo lõg as my father liucs. 
He taketh the Crowne: 


Hen. 4. God gine the top my lonne, 


5 God bletſe thexandmiake ther his ſeruant, 


And ſend thee 


apzoſperous raigne. 
' Foz God knowes my ſonne,how hardly Jcame by it 


And how hardly J haue maintained it, 
Hen, 5, Yowſoeuer you came by it, 3 know not, 
But now J haue it from pou, and from pou J wil keepe it: 


And he that ſeckes to take the Crowne from my head, 


Let him loke that his armour be thicker then mine, 


DJ e e 
Beg. _J Were 


che fifth. . 
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Are it harder then b2aſſe oz bollion. . ö 

Hen. 4. Nobly ſpoken,and line a Hing. 2 „ | 
Now truſt me my Loꝛds, J aaa wo" S 
Ul be as warlike and vicozious aPance, * 4 
As ener raigned in England, | 


L.Ambo. Vis fozmer life thewes noletfe, 

{H{cn.4.wel my lozds, A know not whether it befogfiep, 
©; d2awing ncare ofd2zowſie ſummer of deaty, 
But J am verie much giuen to fleepe, * 
— god my Loꝛds and my ſonne, 

Dab the Curtaines, depart my Chamber, 

And cauſe ſome ulicke to rocke me a ſlerpe. 
Exeunt omnes. 


The King ben. 
Enter the Theeſe. 


Theefe. Ah God, à am now much like to a Bird | 
Apich hath eſcapedout of the Cage, 
Foz ſo ſ@one as my Lo2d chiefe ſtuſtite heard 
_ the old King was nme 
2 feare of my Lozd the pong Pace: | 
_ here comes ſome of his companions, - 
J wilſ& and J can get any e 
Jos old acquaintance. 
Enter Knights raunging. 
Tom. Goas wounds, the King is dead. 
loc. Dead, then gogs blod, we ſhall be all kings. 
Ned. Gogs wounds, J chalbe Lozd chiefe Juſtice 
Ok England. 
Tom. Why how, are pon bꝛoken ont of pꝛiſon: 
Ned. Gogs wounds, how the villaine ftinkes, 
loc. Why what wil become of thee now 2 --- 
Fie vpon hun, how the raſcall ſinks, 
T heef. Parry J wil go and ſerue my mailler game. 
Tom. Gogs blod, doſt think that he wil hare anyluch 


a rt:what a king nolu. 
Sab d knaue as thou art:wha CP king Ned 


„The fabi vidhoties 


Ned. Bold ther, heres 


— 
et he Lee 
Betoꝛe he come this way : | 
bene Adi the king of th, fwd! oh 3 (123 

- Exit Theefe, 
Ge. Oh holitdimagod;to(rthehing | 
hen he was crowned: F 
« thought is ſte washethebgure of heaven 
d his perſon like vuto a God, 
Ned. But who would hane thought, | 
Chat the ing would have changdshus countenance lo 
Ioc. Did pou not ſe with what grace 
He ſent his embaſſage into France#to tel the French ki ng 
That Harry of England hath ſent foz the Crowne, 
And Harry of Cnglawd.wil hn it. 
r cine, 
at he was ſoz fo his fathers death. 
u Dh Tompet lonpds. - 
Ned. een. 


Lets all ſtand allde. 

- Eater * wiah the eee 
rd of Oxford. 

Toc. noone po | * 

Ned, Ho now Harr; 4 


ä 
You know J mult be Lozd chiefe Juſtite of England, 
Truſt me my hd me thinks you are very much changed, 
— — 
— — 85 n 
And tis nothing ſo. 
——— I paethee Ned,mend chymaners, 
And be moze modeſter in thy tearmes, 

. Te ent nay ame 


Mr I ˙ W511 " Is Cw EE LOTT _— 


—— —ͤ 
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Ind diſſembling talke, chou ſaiſt J am changed, 
Do Jaminded,and ſo muſt thou be, and that quickly, 
Oꝛ elſe I mult caule thee to be chantiged,] 
loc. Gogs wounds how like pou this:? 
2ownds tis not ſo ſwate as Muſicke. 
Tom. Jtruſt we haue not offended pour grace no way, 
Hen. 5. Ah Tom, your fo: mer life græues me, 
And makes me to abandd 4 aboliſh your company foꝛ ener 
And tycrioze not vpd pain ol death to appꝛoch my pꝛeſence 
By ten nulcs ſpace, then ik J heare wel of you, 
It map be J wil do ſomewhat foz you, 
Otherwiſc loke foꝛ no moꝛe fauour at my hands; 
Then at any other mans: And thereloꝛe be gone, 
As haue other matters to taike on. 
Excunt Knights. 
Nobo my god Loꝛd Archbiſhop of Canterbury, 
Tlhat ſay vou to our Embaſſage into France? 
Archb. Pour right to the French Crowne of Francæ, 
Cane by your great grandmother I zabel, 
Ilie to Lima Edward the third, 
And ſiſter to Charles the French king: 
New itfthe French kung erp it, as likely inough he wil, 
Then muſt you takte your ſwoꝛd in hand, 
And conquer the right. 
Let the Vſurped Frenchman knew, 
Although your pꝛedeteſloꝛs haue let it paſſe, you wil not: 
-0; vt Conntry men are willing with purſe and men, 
hy aide You, 
Then ip god Leꝛd, as it hath bene alwaies lincwne, 
That Scotliud hath bene in leagne with France, 
Bya a lozt ot penſions which yrarly come from thence, 
x thinke it thcrefo:c beſt to conqucre Scot and, 
And the I think that you may go moze caſiiy into France: 
And this is all that J can ſay,Þy god Lo2d, (terbury. 


Heng. Jthanke you, my gedlozd Archbiſhop of Can- 
D 2 Nhat 
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What ſay vou m god Lo2d of Oxford ? 
Ox/, And And pleaſe your Maieſtie, 
x agree to my Lo2d Archbiſhop,ſaung in this, 
He that wil Scotland win, muſt firſt with France begin: 


Aectcoꝛding to the old ſaying. France, 


©hcrefoze my god Lo, à thinke it beſt firſt fo imuade 
Foz in conquering Scotland, pou conquer but one, 
And conqnere France and conencrc both. 
Enter Lord of Fxctcr, 
Exe. And pleaſe pour Maieſtie, 
Pylon Cmbaſſadoz is come out of France. 
Hen. . Nowtrult me my Loꝛd, 
Ve was the laſt man that we talked of, 
J an glad that he is come toreſoluc vs of our anſwere, 
Commit him to our pꝛeſence. 
Enter Duke of Yot ke. 


York. God ſaue the life of mp ſoueraign L oꝛd the king. 


Hen.5. Now my god Loꝛd the Duke of Yorke, 
Elhat ncwes from our bꝛother the French king 7 

Yo!ke. And pleaſe your ache, 
J deliticred hun my Emballage, 
TUhcreof 1 toke ſome deliberation, 
But fo2 the an{were he hath lent, 
Py Low Cmbaſſado2 of Burges, the Duke of n 
Nlonſieur le Cole, with two hundꝛed and fiftic hozſcme 1, 
To bꝛing the Emballage. 
Hen. g. Commit my Lo2d Archbiſhop of Purge: 
Into our p2cſence, 

Enter Archbiſhop of Burzcs. 

Now my Lozd Archkiſhop of Burges, 
Me do learne by our Lo2d Embatladoz, 
That you haue our meſſage to do 
From our bꝛother the French king? 
Here my god Lo2d,acco;ding to our accuffomed oꝛder, 
Me giue pon free libertic and licenſe to ſpeake, 


Turth 
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With god 
Archb. — > 
Dy Lo2d and maiſter, the moſt Chaſtian king, 
Charles the ſeuenth, the great  mightie king of France, 
As a maſt noble and Chaiſtian king, 
Not minding to ſhed innocent bümo is rather content 
To yeeld ſomcwhat to your vnreaſonable demannds, 
That if fiſtie thouſand crownes a yearc with his daughter 
The ſatd Ladie K atheren, in marriage, 
And ſome crownes which he may wel ſpare, | 
ot hurting of his kingdome, 
Be is content to pelo lo far to pour vnreaſonable bene. 
Hen. 5, Why then belike pour Lo and maifter, - 
Chinks to puke me vp with filty thouſand crowns avere, 
No tell thy Loꝛd and maiſter, 
Chat all the crownes in Frauce ſhall not ſerne me, . 
Except the Crowne and kingdamett ſelfe: 
Ind perchance hereafter J wil haue his daughter. 
He deliueretha Tunne of Tennis balles, 
Archb. And it pleaſe your Paiclhe, 
Dy Lo2d Pꝛince Dolphin grats you well, 
ith this pꝛeſent. 2 
e deliuereth a Tunne of Tennis Balles. 
Hen 5, Nhat a guided Tunne: 
J pꝛay vou my Lo2dof Yorke, loke what is init? 
Yorke, And it pleaſe your Grace, 
Here is a Carpet and a Tunne of Tennis balles, 
Hen.5. AZunneof Tennis batlcs # | 
J p:ay ou god my Loꝛd Archbiſhop, 
That nught the meaning theo de? 
Archb. And it plcaſe youmy Lozd,. 
A meſſenger you know,ought to kcepe tlole his melſage, 
And ſpecially an Embaſſadoz..: 
Hen. But Jknow that you may betlare your mellage 
Toa hing, che lawofArmesallowes nolefle, . 
D 3 Archb, 


- 
— = 
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Archb. Þy Loꝛd hearing of your mutmeſiſe beat ci 
Then fiety,and — lo — 
a moze fitter fo2 a the Camp. 
Hen. p. $Þylozd pzinceDolphin.is very OE 
But tel him chat in lad oc balles ui leaiher, (me: 
e wil tolle hum balles of beaſſe and p:on, 
Ven ſuch ballen as ncuer werefoſt in Francr, 
The pꝛoudeſt Tennis Court ſhall ur it. 
J and thou unte of Burges ſhall tue it: 
Therfoze get this hence,and tel him thy mage quickly 
Leaſt J be there bee thor; Away paicſt,begone, 
Arcttb.. J beſtech your grace, to deliuer me your ſafe 
Conduct vndcr your bꝛoad ſeale Emanucl, 
Hen. 5, Pꝛieſt of Burges, know, 
Chat thehandand ſeaie of a king, and his RES, 
And in ſtead ofniphand and ſcale, 
J will barig hun my hand and ſwoꝛd: 
And tel thy lozd 4meaiſter,that J Harry of England Cad it, 
And J Harry of England, wil perfo2me it. 
Pp Lo2d of — — att comac, CE 
Under our bzoad ſeale Emanuel, | 
Excunt Archbiſhop, and the Duke of Yotke 

Now my Lozds,to Armes, to Armes, 
Foz J bow by heauen and earth,that the p;oudeſt 
French man in all France,ſhallrne the time that cucr 
Theſe Tennis baites wert ſent into England. 
Dy Lo2d, J wil p there be pꝛouided a great Nauy of ſhips, 
Vith all ſped, at South-Hampton, 
. 1 

2 J wo 1 
Therdtoze come, 


but tare, 
J had almoſt fozgot the been with chafing 
TWith this French EmbaCado 
Catinme La pe Ita Cl 5 
tete 


2 


22 Ekecrs LordeliiefotafticeoF Eagle. an. “ 
Exe. Here is the King my Lo2d, ; 
3 God poeſerus pour 


Juſt. 7 Sour Paieſhc hnoweth wry grigh nel 

Hen. 5. Oh my Lozd,you remember pou ſent me to the 
Iltete, did pou nat: 

Iuſt. J trufyour guts hae foxgilten that. 
Hen. y. Jtruly my Le, and fozrendngemed:,; 
J haue cholcn vou to beg ride an Krane, 
an eee eee 
Out ot France 

Juſt. and yore Pauſe ſr nina 

O ſo high a dignitie. r 

Hen 5, waer denne neee, 
LSccauſe I thinke yan wanhiee 11 
Fozyouthat worldnot arme. * Jt [now 1, rs 
J thunke wil nat ſpare another; .| 
It muſt nds be i thurn dune: Neo 
— 5 . 

En 
3 is! 6d * 


4 Cobter and his Vile 
> > 1 1 LIE C0 


Eatera C 


Cap. 
Thot muſt needs —ů F. 31:4 7 21" 2 

Iohn. Od matter Captauu let mega . 10 
Jam not able to do ſe fatre .. % . 

Wife. Juan du hee, 12 2 
Be god to my bulbadons F, ne 10 

Ca — to ferns þþ 


Iohn. — | 
—2 how ax 7.22% 


rs f 8 . * 


Theftmous wiftories 
r- ee agteatmany has af home ts 
Wife. I pzapyonlet himgo home againe, _”_ 
2 —— — 
This had not bene, toꝛ A hane ſaivmany tunes, | 
CI ang Jun g2 


Againſt my will, | 
* 


He weepeth. 
— — Menus dementen. 
thall we away? 


Aanmutl whoſe þadyvu willthzow the ſfolcs at, 
Now we are gone, 

Wife. Jie tell you,coms pt cloghead, 
What do you with my potlid? heare you, 
Will you haue if rapt about pour pate: 

She beateth him with her potlid. 

Der. Dh god dame, here he ſhakes her, | 

And Ihad ip Dagger zer; weh mant yo alto parcs 


That J would. 

Wie. Would you s,Xletric that. 

e "21.1! ® [1 —— 
So tw dame, J will go backe as far as J can, 
But and pou tums againe, 
Me clap the law on pour backe thats flat: | 
Ae tell you mater Captaine what you ſhall do: 
Preffe herfoza fvulvier,J warrantyon, 


+ 


of Henry: che fiftli. 


Theefe. I trulp ſir. 
Cap. erde nen pe dg afoul, 
92 — 
r 
Theeke. 'J,Iknewty&long ago, 
_ Yeare pou mailter Captaine : 
p. Mhat ſaiſt thou? 
85 IJ pꝛap you let me go home againe. 
p, Why what wouloſt thou do at home: 
De. Parry haue bzought two ſhirts with me, 
And J would carry one of them home againe, 
Foz Jamſarc heele ſteale it from me, 
Vers luch a filching fellow, 
rn 
Come lets awap. 
Der. Come maiſter Captaine lets dune, 
Come follow me. . 
Tohn. Come wife, lets part louingiy. N. 
Wife. Farewell god huſband. 
Der. Fic what a kiſſing and crying is here? 


Sownes,do ye thirike he wil neuet come againt e 


why lohn come away. doeſt thinke that we are ſo bat 
Minded to die among French men:? | k 
SHownes, we know not whether they will laie 
Tis in their Church oꝛ no: Come P. Captain, lets away,. 
Cap. Jtannot ſtaie no longer,therefoze come away, 
Exeunt omnes. 
Enter the King, Prince Dolphin, and Lord 
high Conſtable of France. 

King. Now my xo high Conſtable; 
Chat ſay pou to our Embaſſage into England: 

Conſt. And it pleaſe your Hateſtic, 3 can lay nothing, 
Until my Loꝛds Embaſſadoꝛs be come home, 
But pet me thinkes pour grace hath done well, 
To get your men in ſo god a rcadineſſe, 


* 


reien 
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Foz feare of the want. 

King. JmyLozd we haue ſome in a readineſle, 
But if the King of England make againft vs, 
Te mult haue thzice io man moe, 

Dolphin. Tut my Lo2d,although the king of England 
Be yong and wilde headed, vet neuer thinke he will be (0 
Unwile to make battell againſt the mightie King ol 
France. 

King. Oh my ſonne, although the Ring ol England be 
Pong and wilde headed , yct neuer thinke but he is rulde 
By his wil: Councello:s. 

Enter Archbiſhop of Burges. 

Archb. God ſau? the life cf my ſoueraign loꝛd the king. 

King. Now wy gad Loz? Archbiſhop of Bure, 
WUljat new:sfrom ourbzother the Englſh Aing : 

chb. And pleaſe pour Maic ſite, 
Ve is ſo far from your cxpedation, 
That nothing wu ſerue him but the Crotone 
And king done it ſelfe,befides,hs bad me haſte quickly, 
Leaſt he be there befoze me, ano ſo far as J heare, 
Ve hath kept pꝛomiſe, lo they fax. he is alte adu landed 
At Kidcoc les in Normandie, vpon the Niuer of Sene, 
And laid his ſiege to the Garriſon Towne of Ha: flew. 

King. Nou haue made great haſte in the meane tune, 
aue vou not?? 

Dolphin. A pꝛay vou my Lob, hob did the King of, 
England take my pꝛeſents:? 

Archb. Truly my Loꝛd, in berio ill part, 

Foz theſe pour balles of leather, 

He will tolle you balles ol bꝛaſſe and pꝛon: 

Truſt me my Lom, I was verie cffraide of him, 

He is luch a hantte and high minded Paince, 

Ye is as fierce as a Lyon. 

Con, Tuch, we wil make him as tame as a Lambe, 

A warrant you, | 
| Enters 
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Enters a 'Mciſeneer. | 
Meſſen. God ſane the mightie King of France. · 
Ring. Now PBelſlenger, what newes ? 
Mellen. And it pleaſe your Maieſtie, 
I come from your pe2e diſtreſſes Towneof Harſlew, 
TUHich is ſo beſet on encry ſive, 
Jfyour Paelſti? do not ſend pꝛeſent aide, 
Thc Zowne will be peelded to the Engliſh King, 
King. Come my Lo:6s,come.ſhall we ſtand till - 
Cill our Country be ſpoyled vnderonr noſes? 
P? Loꝛog, let the Nozmancs,Bzabants,Pickardies, 
And Dales, be ſent fo2 with all ſpeede;. 
And you my Lo2d high Conſtable,J make General 
Ouer all my whole Armie. 
M onheur le Colle, Paiſter ofthe Boas, 
Sig nior Deuens,and all the reſt,at pour appointment. 
Dolp. J truſt your aieſtie will beſtow, 
Dome * ok che batt ell on me, 
J hope not to pꝛeſent any otherwiſe then well, 
King. J tell th nip ſorme, 
Aithough I ſhould get the victozy,and thou lole thy lite, 
I (»ow!d thinke in (clfe quite co:1quered, 
Ai. the Engliſh nen to haue the victozie, 
Dol Ahempoꝛd and father, 
I wci:idhage the pettic king of England to know, 
Cat 5 dare tutounter him in any ground ofthe wozld, 
King. . Jknow w. my ſonne, 
But at this time Iwill hane it thug: 
Cheretoꝛe come away, 
3 


Enters Henty the fiith, with his Lords. 
Hen. . Come my Loads of England, -- --- 
Ho doubt this gwd lucke of winning this Towns, 


Jsaligne of an honourable viaoue to come, 
e 2 Du. 


Herald. And it pleaſe your grace, 
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But gad my Lo, go and ſpeake to 


the Captaincs 
With all ſpeed,to number the hoaſt ofthe French men, 
And by that meanes we may the better know 


Hol to appoint the 

Yorke, — waits, 
77 
And many ol chem die loꝛ want of vicuals, 
Hen. . And why did pou not tell me ol it befoze ? 


Hens. What is that mp god Lo2d 7 
Ox. Chat your grace would giue me the 
Euantgard in the battell, 
Hen. 5. TruſtmentyLowofOxford. J cannot: 
Foz Jhanealreadie give it to my vncke Dukeof ork, 
Yet Jthanke von foz your god will, 
A Trumpet ſoundes. 
How now,what is that ? 
Yorke, I thinke it be ſome Herald of Armies. 
'Emers a Herald. 


Herald, king of England my Lozd high Cot iſtable, 
And others of the Noble men of France, 
ö 

Dur Countrey,and vs, and hereupon, 
They pꝛelentiꝑ bid thee batteli. 

Hen. 5. Verald tell them, that A delle then, | 
As open enemies to God, my Countrey,and me, 
And as wzonfull vſurpers of my right: 
And whersas thon ſaiſt they pzeſently bid me battell, 
Cell them that J thinke thoy know how to pleaſt me: 


But J Dolphi 
N phin 


Py 
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Sy Lo2d and King his 
till not let him come into che 4G 
Hen. 5. — — 1 
I thought that he x men ng; 
Therefoze Jhaue bꝛought tennis balles ſoʒ hum, 
But other maner ol ones then he feneme, - 
That gh lnreriyh 2 
That 3 mred my 
Then tennis balles, ere this time a dap, 
A:'d that he ſhall finde it ere it be long, 
And ſo adue my friend: = 
And tel my Lozd,that Jam readie when he wl. 
KY — 
Come my Lo2ds, ⁊ care not and J go to our Captaines, 
And lle la the number of the French army me ſelfe, | 
Strike vp the Dunne. t | 
Beens omnes 


Enter French Soulder + +1 14, 1 


1. Soul. Come away Jack Dummerzcome imer all f 
And me will tel vou what me wil do, 
Me wil tro one chance on the dice, 
# cho hal have te ing of England an his os, 
k.. 2, Soul. Come away Jacke Dxumrier, 
a And tro your chance, and lay downe your Dꝛannne. 
S Enter Drummer. a 
Drum. Dy the aue apparel that the Engh mans 
Vay bzoth oner, I wil tel you what 120 
Pe ha donue, me ha pꝛauided a hundzeth trimkes, . 
And all to put the fine — — } 
I. Soul, n 6 
2, Soul. A ſheſt man, a hundzed ſheſts. 0 
f Soul. Awee,awce aw ce, Yewiltchyonthat,.. 
Me ha put flue ſhildzen out of my houſe, * 7 
And all tolifle to put the fine appare{ofthe 
Engliſh mans in. 4 2 
E 3 Drum 
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Drum. Oh the bꝛaue, the bzane apparel that we ſhall 


At the kings D and Fife, 
Va, me ha no god lucke, tro you, 
3 wp goes cir tro at þ Carle of Northumberland 
And my Loꝛd a Willowb; , wü his great hozle, 
Dnoꝛting farting. oh bꝛauc hoꝛſe. 

1. Sol. Ha, bur Ladie you ha reaſonable god lucke, 
. tro at the king himſelfe, 

haue no god lucke, 

Enters a Captaine. 
p. Pow now what make you here, 
* * Campe? 
2. Sol. hal me tel our captain what we haue done here! 
Drum. Aer, albæ. 
Exeunt Drum, and one Soulcier. 

2. Sol. A wil tel you what whe haue doune, 
We haue bene troing our ſhance on the Dice, 
But none can win the king. 

Cap. I thinke ſo,why he is left behind fo; me, 
And J haue ſet thzee oz foure chaire-makcrs a woꝛke, 
To make anew diſguiſed chaire to ſet that womanly 
King ol England in, that all the people may laugh 
And [coffe at him. 
2. Soul. DhbzaneTaptaine, 
Cap. Jam glad, and pet with a kinde ol pitie 
Co ſee the pœꝛe king: 
hy who euer ſaw a mozeflouriſhing armie in France 
In one day, ther here is? Are not here all the Prercs of 
France: Are nat here the Nozmans with their firic hands 
Gunnes, and launching Curtleaxes: 
Are not here the Barbarians with their bard hozſcs, 
And lanching ſpcares ? | 
Are not here Pickardes with their Croſbowes i piercing 
artes. * 

? 
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Lhe Venues with their cutting Slaucs and ſharpe 
Carbuckles. 

Are not here the Lance knights of Burgondie 2 
And on the other ſive, a ſite ol pant Engliſh ſcabs : 
Thy take an Engliſh man out of his warme bed 
And his ale dzinke,but one moneth, 

And alas what wil become of him: 

But giue the Frenchman a Reddit rofe, 
And he wil luc with it all the dayes of his life; 


2, Soul. — — 

Cnalth mans. 0 
Enters the king of England and his Lords. 

Hen. 5. Come my Lozds and fettowrs of armes, 
TAhat company is there ofthe French men ? 

Oxf. Audit pleads — 
Dur Captaines haue numbzed them, 
And ſo neare as they.can wdge, . 
Chey are about thzerſcoze thouſand he:ſcmen, 
And foztie thouſand fotemen, 

Hen.5. They th:eſcoze thouſand, 

And we but two thouſand, 

Ebcyth: cſcoze thouſand t.. 

And we twelur thouſand, 
They are a hundꝛed thouſand, 
And we foztic thouſand, ten to one: 
y Loꝛds and loutng Country men, 

Lough we be frwe and they many, 
F-arcnot,your quarrcl is god, and God wil defend vou: 
S mo ans 
A valiant riaoue, oꝛ a honourable death. 

Now my Teds, q wil that my vnclc the Duke of Yotkey 
Vu the auantgard in the battell. 

Che Earle of Darby ,th: Earle of Oxford, 
Che Carlc of Kent "thc Carleof Noningham, . 


Thy 
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Che Carte ot — ny, 


Chat they may come frech vpon them 
And z my lelfe with the Dube or Bedford. 


The Dake of Clarence and the Duke of Glolter, 

Wil be in the mint of the battell. 

Furthermoze, à wilthat my Lozdof Wilouby, 

And the Carle of Northumberland, 

With their troupes ofho:fmmcn,be chtinually running like 

Wings on both ſides of the arniyp : 

My To of Northumberland, on the left wing. 

Then J wl that euerp archer pꝛouide hum aſtakc of 

A tree,and ſharpe it at both endes, 

And at the firſt encormter ofthe hoꝛſemen, 

To pitch thcir ſtakes downe into the ground beſoꝛe them, 

Chat they may goze themſelnes vpon them, 

And then to recoyle backe, and ſhate wholly aitegither, 

And ſo diſcomfit them. 

Oxf. And it pleaſe your Paicſlie, 

J wil fake thatinchdrge,Foonr gracche therwith cotent 

Hen. With allmy beat e gavLozdofOxtord: 

And go and pꝛouide cuickly. 
Oxt. I thanke pour highncfle, 8 


Hen. g. Well mp Los. our battels arc o:dcurcd, 
And the French making of bonftres,and at their bankets, 
But let them loke,foz Jmeane to ſet vpon them. 
The Trumpet ſoundes. 

Bolt, heres comes ſome other French meſſage. 
-Enters Herauld. 
Herald. King of Englard,myLo2d high Conſtable, 


And thy pwꝛe Countrey men, 

Sends me to know what thou wilt giue fo; thy ranſomc : 
Perhaps thoumaiſt ant better chcape naw, 8 
Then when thou art conquered, + . 


"ans To 


And other ol my Lo2ds, conſideringthe pot cſtate ot them 
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Hen. . Why then belike your high Conſtable, 
Sends to know what J wil gine foz my ranſome ? 
Now truſt me Herald, not ſs much as a tim of tennis bals 
No not ſo much as one poꝛe tennis ball, 
Rather ſhall my bodie lie dead in the field, to feed crowes, 
Then euer England ſhall pay one penny ranſome 
Foz my bodice, 

Herald. A kingly reſolution. 

Hen. 5. No Herald, tis a kingly reſolution, 
And the reſolution ok a king: 
Vere take this foz thy paines. 


| Exit Herald. 

But ſtay my Lo2ds,what time is it? 
All. Pzume my Lond. 
Hen. g. Then is it god time no doubt, 
Fo: all England pꝛaieth fo2 vs: 
That my Loꝛds, me thinks vou loke cheerfully vpon mit: 
Thy then with one voice and like true Engliſh hearts, 
With me thꝛow vp pour caps, and foz England, 
Cry S. George, and God and S. George helpe vs. 
Strike Drummer. Exeunt omnes. 


The Eu men crie within. S. Dennis, S. Dentus. 
Mount Ioy S. Dennis. 
The Battell. 
Enters King of England, and his Lords. 
Hen. 5. Come my Lozds tome, by this tume our 
Swoꝛds are almoſt dꝛunke with French biod, 
But my Loꝛds, which of you can tell me how many of our 
Armp be flame in the battell: 
Oxf. And it pleaſe your Maieſtie, 
Chere are ot the French armie flaine, 
Abouc ten thauſand, twentic ſixe hundzed, 
EUhcreofare Pꝛinces and Neblcs bearing banners: 
Lclides,all the Nobilitic cf France are taken pars. 
/F | 
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Ok pour Paieſties Armie, are llaine none but the god 
Duke of Y orke,and not aboue ſiue oz fir and twentie 


Common ſouldiers. 


Hen. 5. Foz the god Duke of Yorke my vnckle, 
J am hcartily ſoꝛie, and greatiy lament his miſtoꝛtunc, 
Het the honourable victo:ic which the Loꝛd halh giuen vs, 
Doth make me much reioyce. But ſtaie, 
Vere comes another French meſſage. 
Syund Trumpet. 
Enters a Herald and kneeleth. 
Her. God ſaue the life of the moſt mightie Conqueroꝛ, 
Zhehoncourable king of England. 
Hen. 5. Now Herald, me chinks the woꝛld is changed 


With pou now, what J am ſure it ts a gecat diſgrace {02 a 


Herald fo knale to the king of England, 
Whlhatis thy meũlage: 
Her. My Lo:d : maiſter, the conquered king of France, 
ends ther long health, with heartie greeting, ; 
Hen.;. Herald, his aretings are welcome, 
But 3 thanke God fo; mp health: 
Nell Herald, ſap on. 
Herald. He hath ſent me lo deſire your Maieſtic, 
To giue him leaue to go into the field to view his pœꝛe 
Country men, ihat they may all be honourably butied. 
Hen. 5. TUhy Herald, doth thy Loꝛd and maiſter 
Send to me to burie the dead: 
Lct him burp them a Gods name. 
But J pꝛay thee Herald, where is my Lo2d hie Conſtable, 
And thoſe that would haue had my ranſcme ? 
Herald. And it pleaſe pcur maieſtie, 
He was llaine in the battell. 
Hen 5. Why you may ſer, you will make pour ſclucs 


Sure beloꝛe the vicozie be wonne, but Hcrald, 


That Calle is this ſo nxere adioprung to our Campe? 
Herald. And it pleaſe your aicſtte, 


Tis 


of Henry che fifth. 
Tis cald the Caſtle of Agincourt. 
Hen. 5j. Nell then my loꝛds of England, 
Fo2 the moze honour ot our Cngliſh men, 
J will that this be fo2 euer tald the battell of Agincouit. 
Herald. And it pleaſe pour Maicſtie, 
J haue a further meſſage to deluer to your Maieſlit. 
Hen. g. What is that Herald:ſay on. 
_ Her. anditpicaſe pour Paicſtie. my Loꝛd and mailtcr, | 
Craues to parlep with rour Maieſtie. 
Hen.;. With a god will, ſo ſome ot my Nebles 
Tlicw the plate for feare o? trecherte and treaſon, 
Hera'd. Your grate needs not to doubt that, 
Exit Herald. 
Hcn. . Woll, tell him then, J will come. 
Now nip loꝛds, 3 wul go into the field my ſelke, 
To viclu my Country men, and to haue them hondurably 
Buried, ſoꝛ the French King lhall neuer ſurpalle me in 
Curteſie, whites 3 am Harry Hung of England. 
Com on my cds. 
Eeeunt omnes. 
Enters John Cobler and Robbin Pewtecer. 
Robin. Now, lohn Cobler, . 
De ſt thou ſee how the Ling did behaue hunſelfe 2 
Lot n. But Robin, didſt thou ſx what a pollicie 
The Bing had, to ſee how the French men were kild 
Tith the takes of the trees. 
Robin, I | ona.there was a bzaue pollicre, 
Enters an Engliſti ſouldicr, roming. 
Soul. TUhat axe you my maiſters: 
Both, hy we be Engliſh men. 
Soul. Are you Engliſh men, then change your language 
Fo: che it ings Cents are ſet t afirc, 
ind all thep that ſpeake Cngluth will be kild. 
Iohn, Uihat (hail we do Robin: faith ile ſhiff, 


Foz à can ſpeake bzclien French, 
# 2 Robin 


— 22 2 „„ 1 
wv . 22 „„ SUE mm 2 — — 


The famous victories 
Robin. Faith ſo can 5 lets heare how theu canſt ſpeak - 


Iohn. Commodeuales Monſieur. 
Robin. Thats well, come lets be goye, 
Drum and Trumpet ſounds: 
Enters Dericke roming. After him a Frenchman, 
and takes him priſoner. 
Dericke. O god Mounſer. 
French man, Come, come, you vil eaco 
Der. © will ſir, J will. 
Frenchman. Come quickly pou peſant. 
Der. J will ſir, what ſhall J giue you? 
French. Marry thou ſhalt giue me, 
One, to, tre, ſoure, hundꝛed Crewncs., 
Der. Nay ir, will giue vou moꝛe, 
J will gue you as many crowns as wil lic on your ſwoꝛd 
French. Wilt thou giue me as many crowns F 
As will te on my ſwo2d ? % 
Der. Jmarric will J, J but you muſt lay downe your g 
Swoꝛd, oꝛ elſe they will not lie on your ſwoꝛd. 
Here the Frenchman laies done his (word and 
theclowne takes it vp, and hurles him downe. 
Der. Thou villaine, dareſt thou loke vp? 
French. O god Mounſier comparteue. 
Monſieur pardon me. 
Der. O pou villaine, now pou lie at my mercie, 
Doeſt thou remember ſince thou lambſt me in thy ſhoꝛt cl: 
O villaine, now 7 will ſtrike off thy head. 
Here whiles he turnes his backe, the Frenclz 
man runnes his way es. 
Der. What is he gone, maſſe J am glad of it, 
Foz if he had ſtaid, J was afraid he wold haue ſturd again. 
And then J ſhould haue berne ſpilt, 
But J will away, to kill moze Frenchmen, 
Enters King of France, King of England, 
and attendants, 
Hen g. 
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of Henry the fifth. 


Hen. 5. Now my god bꝛother of France, 
Dy comming into this land was not to ſhead blo, 
But ſoꝛ the right of my Countrep, which if you can deny, 
Jam content peaceabl to leaue my ſiege, 
And to depart out of pour land. 
Charles. What is it vou demand, 
My louung bꝛother of England? 
Hen g. My @ecretary hath it wꝛitten, read it. 
Secretary, Item, that unmediately Henry of England 
Be crowned Ning of France. 
Charles, A very hard ſentence; 
Dy god bꝛother of England. 
Hen. 5. No moꝛe but right, my god bꝛother ol France. 
French King. UA ell read on. 
Secret. Item, that after the death ol the ſaid Henry, 
The Crowne remaine to him and his heires foz cuer. 
French King. Why then you do not onely meane to 
Diſpoſſeſſe me, but alſo my ſonne. 
Hen. 5. Mhy my god bꝛother of France, 
You haue had it long mough : 
And as foꝛ Pance Dolphin, 
It ſkils not though he lit beſide the ſaddle: 
Chus J hauc ſet it downe, and thus it ſhall be. 
French King. Pou are very peremptozie, 
My god bꝛother of England. 
Hen. And you as peruerſe, my god bꝛother of France. 
Cl1ar!ce3.TUhp then belike, all that J haue here is yours, 
Heo.5.J cuen as far as the kingdom of France reaches 
Charles. J fo by this hote beginning, 
e ſhall ſcarce bꝛing it to a calme ending. 
Hen y. It is as vou pleaſe, here is my reſolntion, 
Charles. Well my bꝛother of England, 
If you will giue me a coppie, 
Ve will mecte you ag aine to mozrow, 
Exit King ot France, and all their attendants. 
"1 T 3 Hcn. 5, 
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Hen. g. With a god will my god bzother of France. 
Secretary deliuer him a coppie. 
My loꝛds of England go befoze, 
And J will ſollow you, Fxcunt Lords, 

S peakes tat imſelſe. 

Hen. 5. Ah Harry, thꝛice vnhappie Harry. 
Haſt thou now conquered the French Bina, 
And begins a freſh ſupply with his daug ter, 
But with what face canſt thou ſucke to gaine her loue, 
Which hath ſought to win her fathers Crowne: 
Her fathers Crowne ſaid J, no it is mine obone: 
A but J lou? her, and muſt crane her, 
Nay J loue her and will haue her. 

Enters Lady Katheren and her Ladies. 

But here ſhe comes: 
Yow now faire Ladie, Katheren of France, 
What netves ? 

Kathren. And it pleaſe your Maieſtie, 
My father ſeut me to know if cu will debate any of theſe 
Unreaſonable demands which you require: 
Hen.5.Now truſt me Kate, 
A commend thy fathers wit greatly in this, 
Foz none in the woꝛld could ſwner haue made me debate it 
Ik it were poſſible :_ 
But tell me ſwerte Kate, canſt thou tell how to louc 2 

Kate. J cannot hate my god Lord, 
Chereſdꝛe far vnfit were it fo me to lone. 
Hen. g. Tuſh Kate, but᷑ tell me in plaine termes, 
Canſt thou loue the Bing of England: 


cannot do as theſe Countries do, 


Chat ſpend halte their time in woing: 

Cuſh wench, Jam none ſuch, 

But wilt thou go oner to England: 

Kate. J would ts God, that J had pour Paieſtie, 
As faſtinloue,as youhaue mx father in warres, 
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of Henry the fifth. 


4 would not vouchCafe ſo much as one loke, 
Until you had related all theſe vnreaſonable demands. 

1 Hen. 5. Tuch Kate J know thou wouloſt not vſe me fo 
% Varoip: But tell me, canſt thou lout the king of England? 
A Kate. O Yould JF loue him, that hath dealt ſo hardiy 
With my father. 

Heng. But ile deale as eaſily with thee, 
25 ihr — art can imagine, oꝛ tongue can require, 
Hob (alt thou, what will it be 2 

Kate. Ik J were of mp owne direction, 
could glu? you anſwere: 
But ceuig J and at my fathers direction, 
I muſt firſt know his will, 

Hen. g. But ſhal I haue thy god wil in the mean ſea 

Kore. Whereas J can put pour grace in no aſſurance, 
J woudd be loch to put pou in any diſpaire. 

Hen, g. Now befoze God, it is a ſ warte wench. 

She goes aſide, and ſpenkes as followeih. 

Kat. I may thinke my ſelfe the happicſt in the wozld, 
That is beloued ofthe mightie King of England. by 

Hen.;. TAIL Kate, are you at hoaſt with me: 
Sorte Kate, tel thy father from me, 
Chat none in the woꝛld could ſoncr haue perſwaded me la 
It then thou, and ſo tel thy father from me. / 

Kat. Cod kepe your Puclliein god health. | 

Exit. Kat. 

Hen. . Farweiſweat Kate, in faith, it is a ſwert wench, 
But if JF knew z could not haue her fathirs gad wil, 
J would ſo rowſe the Towers cuer his cares, 
That 3 would make hun be glad io bzing her me, 
Tipcn his hands and lines, 7 

Exit King. 
Enters Dericke,with his girdle full of ſhoocs, 
Der. Powrow:Þcwnes it did mc god to {tow 


A du trun ph oucr the French men. 
Enters 
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Enters Iohn Cobler rouing, with a packe full 


of apparell. 
Ioha. Whope Dericke,how doeſt thou: 
Der. What John, Comedeuales, aliue pet. 
lohn. J pꝛomiſe thee Dericke, I ſcapte hardly, 
Foꝛ J was within halfe a mile when one was kild, 
Der. Were pou ſo: 
John. I truſt me, J had like bene ſlaine. 
Der. But once kild, why it tis nothing, 
I was fourc oz ſiue tinies ſlaine. 
Iohn. Foure oz flue timcs ſlaine. 
Why how couldſt thou haue beenc aliue now? 
Der. O lohn, ncuer ſay ſo, 
Foz J was cald the blodie ſouldier amongſt them all. 
lohn. Why what didit thou? 
Der. Why J will tell thee lohn, 
Euery day when J went into the field, 
I would take a ſtraw and th2uſt it into my noſe, 
And make my noſe bleed, and then 3 wold go into the field. 
And when the Captaine ſaw me, he would ſay, 
Peace a blodie ſouldier, and bid me ſtand alide, 
Whecreof J was glad: 
But marke the chance Iohn. 
I went and ſtod behinde a tree, but marke then John. 
I thought J had beene ſafe,but on a ſodame, 


There ſteps to me a luſtie tall French man, 


Now he dꝛew, and J dzew, 
Now J lay here, and he lay there, 
Now ſet this leg befo2e,and turned this backward, 
And ſkipped quite oner a hedge, 
And he ſaw me no moze there that day, 
And was not this well done lohn: 

John. Maſſe Dericke thou haſt a wittic head. 

Der. J lohn, thou maiſt ſe if thou hadſt take my toũſcl, 
But what haſt thou there: 

Ichinke 


of Henry the fifth. 


I thinke thou haſt bene robbing the French men, 
Iohn. Jfaith Dencke, I haue gotten ſome reparrell 
To carry home to my wife. 
Der. And J haue got ſome ſhoes, 
Foꝛ lle tcl the what J did, when they Were dead, 
I would go take off all their ſhoes. 
Iohn. J but Deticke, how ſhall we get home: 
Der. Nay ſownds, and they take the, 
Lhey wil hang thee, 
© lohn, neuer do ſo, it it be thy foztune-to be hangd, 
Be hangd in thy owne language whatſocucr thou doc, 
lohn. Why Dericke the warres 1s done, 
Ve may go home now, 
Der. J but vou map not go befoze you aſke the king leane, 
But J know a wap to go home, and aſke the king nolcaue, 
lohn. Mob is that Dericke ? | 
Der. Why Iohn,thou knoweſt the Duke of Y orkes 
Funerall muſt be carried into England, doeſt thou not: 
lohn. I that J do, 
Der, Why then thou knoweſt werle go with it. 
Iohn, J but Dericke, how ſhall we do foz to met them: 
Der. Sownds if I make not ſhift to mert them, hang me. 
Sirra,thou knowſt that in cucry Zowne there wil 
Be ringing, and there wil be cakes and danke, 
Now J wil go to the Clarke and Sexten 
And keepe a talking, and lap. O this fellow rings well, 
And thou ſhalt go and take a pace ot cake, then ule ring, 
And thou ſhalt ſay,oh this fellow kerpes a god ſtint, 
And then J will go d inke to ther all the wap: 
But J marucl what my dame wil ſay when we come home, 
Betauſe we haue not a French wozd to caſt at a Dog 
By the way? 
Iohn. Why what ſhall we do Dericke ? 
Der. Why Iohn, ile gs befoze and call my dame whoze, 
And ne Wo 
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Me mam do it Iohn,fo; ile pꝛoue it, 
Becaule we be ſouldiers. 
The T rumpets ſound. 


lohn. Derickec helpe me to carry my ſhoes and Lates, 


Enters King of England. Lord of Oxfordand Exeter,then 
the King of France, Prince Dolplun, and the Duke of 


Burgondie, and attendants. 


Hen. . Row myged bꝛocher of France, | 
J hope by this time you haue dehberated of pour anſwerc? 
Fr. King. I my welbeloued bother of England, 
TW: haue viewed it oucr with our learned Counccll, 
But cannot finde that you ſhould be crowned 
King of France. 
Hen. 5. Mhat not King of France, then nothing, 
I mult be Aing: but my lowng bzothcr of France, 
J can hardly fo:get the late inturies offcred me, 
hen 3 came laſt to parley, 
The French men had better a raked 
Che bowels out of their fathers carkaſſes, 
Chen to haue ficred my Tentes, 
And if J knew thy ſonne Pzince Dolphin foz one, 
I would ſo rowſe hun, at he was neucr ſo rowſed. 
Fr. King. I dare ſweare foz my ſonnes innocencie 
In this matter. 
But it this pleaſe you, that immediately pou be 
Pꝛoclaimed and crowned heire and Regent of France, 
Not King,becanſe 3 my ſelfe was once crowned King, 
Hen g. Yeire and Regent of France, that is well, 
But that is not all that I muſt haue. 
Fr. King. The reſt my Secretary hath in wziting. 
Secret. Item, that Henry King ot England, 
Be Crowned heire and Regent of France, 
During the life al Ring Charles, and after his death, 


of Henry the fifth. 
{Lhe Crowne with all rights,fo remaine to king Henry 
Ok England. and lo his heirts ſoʒ ener, 
Hen. . Well my god bzother of France, 
Chere is one thing J mut needs defice, 

Fr. King. Whatis that my god bzother of England ⸗ 

Hen g. That all your Nobles muſt be ſwozne to be true 

to me. 

Fr. King. Whereas they have not ſtucke with greater 
Satters, I know they wil not ſticke with ſuch a trifle, 
Begin you my Lozd Duke of Burgondie. 

Hen. g. Come my Lozd of Burgondie, 
Take ponr oath vpon my um. 

Burgon. J Philip Dake of Burgondie, 
Sweare to Henty Ring of England, 
Co be true to hum, and to become his league-man, 
And that if J Philip, heart of any foraigne power 
Comming to inuade the ſaid Henry oz his hcires, 
Zhen the ſaid Philip toſend him wozd, 
And aide him with all the power J can make, 
And thereunto I take my oath, 

| He kiſſeth the ſword. 


Hen. 5. Come Pꝛince Dolphin,you muſt ſweare tw. 
| He kifſeth the ſword. 
Hen. . Mell my bzother of France, 
There is one thing moze J muſt nerds require of you. 
Fr. King. TWhercin is it that we may ſatiſſie your 
Hen. g. A triſie my gad bꝛother of France. (Maieftie? 
I meane to make pour daughter Qutene of England, 
Il ſhe be willing, and you thcrewitth content: Ws 
How laiſt thou Kate,canſt thou lone the Ring of England: 
Kate. How ſhould J loue thæ, which is my fathers enemy? 
Hen. 5. Tut ſtand not vpon thele points, 
Tas vou mult make vs friends: | 
I know Kate, thou art not alitle pzoud,that Jlone thee: 


wench,the ing of e 
What wench,the ing of England 1 
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French King. n 
ing of England and ther, agræ to it. 
18 had beſt whilſt he is willing, 
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wert Kate, but my bzother 
vou to it? 


= 
But pour wedding day 2 
_ The firſt unvay ol the next moneth, 


we. Sound Trumpets. 


of France, 


Exeunt omnes. ; 
| I 
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